WATER      UNDER     THE     BRIDGES
had found a guard, who apparently wanted to do everything for him
except actually pull the chain. Sir Arthur said plaintively that it put
him completely off his stroke. Poor Antoniny. It survived the last
war after being used as H.Q. without distinction by Russian and
Austrian generals alike. But when the revolution came it was utterly
and completely destroyed, Schepetovka as well as the Palace, by the
Bolsheviks. Such estates may be anachronisms, but why destroy
their beauty? -
One of the disadvantages of pre-war Russia was the expense of
living. The rouble only went as far as a shilling arid was worth two.
An attache, as I was, got no pay at all for two years, and when he
automatically became a Third Secretary at the end of that period his
salary was only £150. One could supplement this by passing an
examination in International Law, for which one received an extra
£100 a year so long as one was a Third Secretary, or in some countries,
such as Russia, still another £ 100 for knowledge of the language just
so long as one remained in that country. I passed the first but never
the second, though I acquired by practice a sufficient knowledge of
Russian to enable me to travel anywhere in comfort and make myself
understood. I found even that little quite useful when I went much
later to Yugoslavia.
Serbo-Croatian is practically the same language as Russian, though
not quite so akin as Bulgarian, which is almost identical. A Russian
going to Sofia could converse freely with a Bulgarian in twenty-four
hours, but would need a couple of months to do the same in Serbia.
When I was in Yugoslavia I travelled all over the country, and when-
ever I could I used to speak to the peasants in my sort of Russian
jargon. When they heard that I was British, on more than one
occasion they expressed surprise, saying that they had imagined I was
a Czech. They realized that I was talking some sort of a Slav dialect,
and guessed it was Czech as that was the one they knew least.
One of the conditions obligatory on a candidate for the Diplomatic
Service was a guarantee of a personal income of £400 a year. I could
never have lived in St. Petersburg on that, and before I left London
I had got a promise from the Private Secretary that, when my time in
Russia was up, I would be sent to some cheaper post where I could
recuperate. I mentioned Tokio, Teheran, or Tangier, as easy to
remember since they all began with a T. My mother, however, made
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